FAM0U5 GUNS °f^ e OLD WEST 



When the civil war ended, both 
southern and northern officers kept 
their revolvers i many of these guns went 
west with their owners and saw heavy 
duty in the indian fighting the colt - 11 cai-ibre 
revolver, model who,was a six shot. sintble action 
gun. you had to cock tub hammer to fire each shot. besides 
this. it had a paper cartridge and separate percussion 
caps! yet it was the most popular hand gun in the west 
for many years! the famous army colt was replaced 8y 
the 1873 model which was the first -45". 



ThE FIRST DERRIN&ER PISTOL WAS MADE IN 
1812. FROM THEN ON UNTIL- 1&L6, JOHN DERRINGER 
BROUGHT OUT MANY MODELS AND OTHER COMPANIES 
COPIED THEM FREELY. COLT WENT HIM ONE BETTER WITH 
A DOUBLE-BARRELED MODEL. A DERRINGER IS A SHORT, 
SMALL MH OR M5 CALIBRE PISTOL- IT WAS USED BY 
GAMBLERS. PETTY GUNMAN AND PEOPLE WHO KNEW THEY 
JUST COULDN'T STAND UP IN A FAIR GUN FI&HT. THE GUN 
SHOWN HERE, THE MODEL OF mi WAS USED TO ASSASSINATE 
ABRAHAM LINCOLN AND MANY OTHERS FOUND THEIR WAYOUT 
WEST TO BE USED UNDER CARD TABLES AND IN THE DARK ALLEYS, 





The 1873 MODEL COLT REVOLVER MADE THE RIFLES OF THE PERIOD 
SEEM A BIT OUTMODED . TO REPLACE THE THEN POPULAR SHARPS 
SINGLE SHOT CARBINE, THE WINCHESTER COMPANY BROUGHT OUT ITS 
FAMOUS LEVER ACTION RIFLE, FURNISHED IN .W'S AND.3&S, THIS GUN 
JUST ABOUT ENDED THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCCESSFUL INDIAN RESIST - 
ANCE. THE LEVER: ACTION WORKED SO EASILY THAT IT WAS POSSIBLE TO 
FIRE SHOTS ONE AFTER ANOTHER WITHOUT TAKING ThIE BUTT FROM THE 
SHOULDER. EVEN TODAY MANY COW PUNCHERS PREFER. THE W73 MODEL 
WINCHESTER TO ANY OTHER? RIFLE . 




The Buffalo Skinners 

Come all you jolly skinners and listen to my song, 
There are not many verses, it will not detain you long 
It's concerning some young fellows who did agree to g 
And spend asummer pleasantly on the range of the buffalo. 

'Twas in tlic town of Jacksboro in the spring of scv'nty-th 
A man by the name of Crego tame walking up to me, 
Saying, "How do you do, young fellow, and how would you like to go 
And spend one summer pleasantly on the range of the buffalo?" 

"It's me being out of employment," this to Crego I did say, 
"This going out on the buffalo range depends upon the pay, 
But if you will pay good wages and transportation, too, 
1 think, sir, I will go with you to the range of the buffalo." 

'Yes, I will pay good wages, give transportation too, 
Provided you will go with me and stay the summer through ; 
But if you should grow homesick, come back to Jacksboro, 
I won't pay transportation from the range of the buffalo." 

It's now our outfit was complete— seven able-bodied men, 
With navy six and needle gun-our troubles did begin; 
Out way it was a pleasant one, the route we had to go, 
Until we crossed Pease River on the range of the buffalo. 

It s now we've crossed Pease River, our troubles have begun. 
The first darned tail I went to rip, gosh, how it cut my thumb! 
While skinning the darned old stinkers our lives they had no show, 
For the Indians watched to pick us off while skinning the buffalo. 

He fed us on such sorry chuck I wished myself most dead, 
It was old jerked beef, croton coffee and sour bread. 
Pease River's as salty as the sea, the water I could never go— 
Oh gad ! 1 wished I had never come to the range of the buffalo. 

Our meat it was buffalo hump and iron wedge bread, 

And all we bad to sleep on was a buffalo robe for a bed ; 

The fleas and gray backs worked on us, oh boys, it was not slow, 

I'll tell you there's no worse place on earth than the range of the buffalo. 

Our hearts were cased with buffalo hocks, our souls were cased with steel, 
And the hardships of 'Jiat summer would nearly make us reel. 
While skinning the dat.iH I 'd stinkers our lives they had no show, 
For the Indians watched i k us off on the hills of Mexico, 

The season being near over, o- ■ Crego he did say 
1 he crowd had been extravaj ', was in debt to him that day. 
We coaxed him and we begg. v _im and still it was no go— 
We left old Crego's bones to bleach on thr range of the buffalo. 

Oh^it's now we've crossed Pease River and homeward we are bound, 
No more in that heat-fired country shall ever we be found. 
Go home to our wives and sweethearts, tell others not to go, 
For law's forsaken the huffalo range and the darned old buffalo. 



